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	Metempsychosis

**I realize I should likely be working on my other three stories but this idea just wouldn't leave me alone so I felt like I had to write it. Anyway, this is slash between Sebastian and a Male SIOC so if that's not your thing then I suggest turning back now. For all those that stay, enjoy!**

* * *

><p>There are several theories about what happens when you die. Some say your life will flash before your eyes, others that you will fall into an all encompassing white light that will guide you to either Heaven or hell. There are others still that say nothing will happen. No white lights or flashing memories.<p>

Just emptiness. That your body will rot and decay in the earth and the only things that will come of it are new growth. Grass and flowers.

Not a bad way to spend eternity.

Alex believed in none of the above things.

After all, it's hard to believe in such things when you've already lived and died once.

* * *

><p>Before he died, Alex had lived a life of charm. His parents were relatively well off, they had enough money to send him to college without worrying about debt. Not that they'd have to pay too much, Alex had gotten a scholarship from the University of Alberta and would start attending classes there in the summer.<p>

His parents were proud of him, hell, Alex was proud of himself. While he did the best to not let it show occasionally he couldn't help but remark upon his accomplishments in casual conversation.

It annoyed the hell out of his brother. If Alex was the family's golden boy then his brother was the disappointment.

His brother, Josh, had dropped out of high school, and while most family's would move on over such a thing Josh and Alex's parents weren't the type of people to let any sort of failure fly.

At sixteen Josh was kicked out of the house.

At twelve Alex learned never to fail his parents unless he wanted to lose them. At twelve Alex learned that his brother was a bad person and not to associate with him.

So when Josh, at twenty two came knocking on the door to Alex's apartment home reeking of alcohol Alex should have expected something bad was going to happen.

"Brother," Josh slurred leaning on the doorway, "Brother won't you give me a hug?"

"Josh," Alex said carefully, "I think you need to go home, let me call you a cab."

Reaching out Josh grabbed Alex's hand before he could leave.

"Brother," Josh said again, eyes flashing dangerously, "Don't you love me?"

No, is what Alex doesn't say, I don't.

Instead he said, "Of course I do. Now let me call you a cab."

Josh laughed, short and sharp, suddenly appearing much more sober than he had a second ago.

"Liar," Josh crooned, "God doesn't like liars baby brother."

There's a flash of metal, and a gunshot rings out.

Alex is dead before he hits the floor.

* * *

><p>On October 31st 1869 a wailing infant by the name of Alex Gluck was born in London, England. He grows up an orphan; taking to the streets and stealing from those who look as though they have all the money in the world. Eventually, he takes to breaking and entering as well. He finds it easy to slip in and out of the town houses kept by the wealthy in the city, the servants mistake him for one of their own and Alex supposes that it's partially because of his unassuming appearance that people frequently mistake him for one of their own.<p>

None the less, as long as it helps with his heists, he is happy.

On December 14th 1885 the world shifts, a sudden darkness lingers in the air around London and Alex remembered the life he had before.

Oh, Alex thought, looking up from the journal he had been writing in, to stare out the window as memories of a previous life rushed into his head. His other name had been Alex too, only that Alex had been born in the twenty first century and was a poet born to a well off family.

This Alex was a thief and an orphan.

Alex laughed then, sharp and reminiscent of the one he had heard his brother laugh before Josh had killed him.

The darkness in the air threatens to swallow him whole.

What a career change.

He doesn't know why his old brother had killed him. Why he had been reborn in the nineteenth century of all places is another mystery. Either way, he has a heist planned for tonight and nothing trivial like the memories of a past life is going to stop him from completing it.

After all, his underworld contacts would be mighty pissed if he didn't deliver.

* * *

><p>The heist goes perfectly and Alex is in and out of the house with the lady of the houses jewels in a the span of an hour. He shared a grin with his contact in the servants on his way out and before he knows it is out in an alleyway behind a house a few blocks down and fencing the jewels off to his, well, fence.<p>

The transaction goes smoothly and it's only when Alex goes to deposit his contacts share in the agreed location does he feel someone watching him.

It makes him nervous. Though Alex is a thief, a rather skilled one as well but he doesn't like to brag, he can't help the way his handles trembles as they place the pack of money beneath a skillfully placed shrub in the park he met his contact in.

Alex ignored the feeling of eyes on him and instead heads back to his own apartment. If the person following him wants something from him then it's better discussed in his own home.

And if the person wanted to kill him, well, after the nights revelations Alex didn't really have a problem with death.

* * *

><p>The person watching him doesn't reveal themselves that night or the next. In fact, Alex entirely forgets about them until they come back. This time more intent than before.<p>

Alex shivered and he wasn't sure whether it was because of the night wind or the eyes watching him.

Either way, Alex decided he was going to put an end to this game of cat and mouse once and for all.

"I know you're there," Alex called out into the night, "Come out."

A dark chuckle greets his demand and a figure in a well tailored suit steps out of the shadows in front of him.

A sharp gasp leaves Alex.

"Demon." He breathes, taking in the sight of Sebastian Michaelis in the flesh.

_Fuck_, is his next thought, upon realizing where exactly he was and what world he was stranded in.

_Fuck._

The demon raises a single elegant eyebrow.

"And how exactly," Sebastian said, his voice holding a threatening tone to it despite being pleasant, "Do you know that?"

Alex huffed a laugh despite his fear.

"Magic," He said, "Or maybe I'm just old enough to recognize a soul-eater when I see one."

Sebastian scoffed.

"You're not even twenty."

Alex grinned.

"Perhaps my soul is older."

"Perhaps," Sebastian said, eyeing Alex like one would eye an intriguing toy, "None the less, I have a proposition for you."

"And that is?"

"I'm looking for skilled individuals to work for Lord Phantomhive and we happen to be in need of another butler."

This time it's Alex who raises an eyebrow.

"Don't you have enough?"

"No. As I said, not any butler will do, we need someone skilled to take care of themselves and the estate should it come under attack."

"Making enemies are we?"

Sebastian's reply is blunt.

"Yes."

Alex shrugged.

"Alright," He said, "I don't see why not. I suppose room and boarding will be provided?"

"Indeed."

"I suppose I'm supposed to come with you know then?"

"That would be optimal," Sebastian said, "However the master does understand that you may need a few days to get your affairs in order."

"Nah," Alex said, "People like me disappear all the time, no one will notice."

Sebastian's smile is sickeningly sweet.

"I assure you, I'm well aware of what happens to people like you."

"Good," Alex said, "Let's go then."

* * *

><p>The ride to the Phantomhive Manor was quiet. Something Alex was grateful for as it gave him time to sort out his thoughts.<p>

First, he finds out he had been reborn into a fictional universe. Then he accepts a job at the estate working under a demon butler and an emotionally stunted child, but not before revealing to the demon butler that Alex knew he was a demon.

Alex felt like he had just signed his death warrant.

In all probability he likely had.

Groaning, Alex ran a hand down his face as the carriage slows to a stop and jumps out when it comes to a halt.

"Well," Alex said, staring at his new workplace and squaring his shoulders like he was heading to war, "Let's get this over with."


End file.
